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dedicates this issue to . ♦.
DR. H. G. MERRIAM
Dr. Merriam, who is retiring at the end of this quarter, was 
the founder of the first literary magazine at Montana State Uni­
versity. lie started the Frontier in 1920. It and Venture have 
a common goal “to serve as an outlet for the very living literary 
interests on the campus of MSU. ” This was the main purpose 
of the Frontier, which also tried to preserve the flavor of the old 
west through its stories.
We hope that by dedicating this issue of Venture to him, we 
may in some small way leave a permanent monument to Dr. Mer­
riam, who has helped bring recognition to the Northwest for its 
outstanding writers through the Frontier and his many other 
activities.
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Pages filled solidly with type can become 
mighty dull. Thanks to the efforts of our three 
artists you will find pictures throughout Venture 
to give it an added sparkle.
*  *  *
NANCY ETTINGER, a freshman from Mis­
soula, is a fine arts major. Her drawings appear 
on pages 9,12,18, 23, 24, 25, and 26.
CARLA INGEBO, a freshman from Mis­
soula, is an education major. She drew the pic­
tures on pages 5, 6, and 8.
*  *  *
Our art editor, DEL MULKEY, is from 
Aberdeen, Washington, and is a journalism 
major. He is graduating at the end of this quar­
ter. Del designed the cover which we hope will 
become a standard cover for Venture. His other 
drawings appear on pages 19, 20, 21, 28 and 29.
* * *
DAVE LAROM and GILLETT GRISWOLD 
illustrated their own article, “ Archaeologizing” 
which appears on pages 14 to 18.
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Editorial D irectors..........................Marcia Oechsli,
Joann Haftle, Ken Byerly, Jimmie Dick, 
Mary Ken Patterson, Frank Milburn, Mar­
gery Crockett, Emily Leisz, and Jean Her­
bert.
Art E d ito r ............................. Del Mulkey
Business Manager....... DOROTHY REEVES
Advertising s ta f f ................................Pat O ’Hare,
Juanita Chapman, Mary Helen Pemberton, 
Ed Stenson, JoAnn Ray, Kristine English, 
Dick Lillie, Bernice Schutrop, Elaine Almos, 
and Jane Hunter.
To the reader:
We on the staff hope you will like the two 
changes made this year in Venture. The type has 
been reduced to what we feel is a more readable 
and attractive size. The second change was re­
ducing the size of Venture slightly. This was 
done to keep the magazine within its budget since 
production costs are higher when smaller type is 
used.
The policy of Venture to be an all-around 
campus magazine has not been changed and we 
hope that this policy is more obvious than ever 
before. We have tried to give you a well bal­
anced magazine—one that you will enjoy read­
ing. We don’t claim to be giving you great lit­
erature, but we are proud of the quality of writ­
ing exhibited by the students at Montana State 
University.
Any comments, criticisms, or suggestions you 
may have, we would appreciate hearing. Letters 
addressed to Venture may be turned in at the 
Student Union Business Office or sent to Joan 
Kilburn or Dorothy Reeves.
Published by Associated Students of Mon­
tana State University.
Volume 2 Winter 1954 Number 1
Venture Dedicates .............................  1
Meet Our Artists ..............................  2
The Errand
Joann Haftle ...............   4
The Womb Tomb
Wesley E. Sommers ........................ 7
Knock, Knock to Popular Music
Jody Carey................................... 8
The Work Is Done
Richard Edgerton .........................  9
The G-rettis Saga Caper
Robert T. T ay lor............................ 10
Archaeologizing
Dave Larom and Gillett Griswold.......  14
The Battle of the Bulge
Marianne Merritt ..........................  18
The Blizzard
Jody Carey..................................  19
Life in the Strips
Maxine Huso ................................ 20
Troilus on the W all by Night
Robert T. Taylor ..........................  22
Montana Aerial Firefighters
Robert E. Cu tler............................ 22
The Friend?
John Britton ................................ 24
Open Letter to Psychologists
Mary Lou F lod in ............................ 26
Canyon
Jimme Dick .................................  27
Calamity
Jimme Dick .................................  28
Death









Miss Haftle of Missoula is a sopho­
more ma joring in English.
HE WAS a very small boy, and he hopped down the steps of a great yellow house with a quarter clenched tightly in his 
fist. When he reached the sidewalk he stopped 
for a moment, standing on one leg like a thought­
ful stork. Then, carefully, he lowered his foot 
and began to walk an imaginary tightrope along 
the sidewalk.
It was a warm day, so he had no coat. His 
small shock-head projected from a stalk-like neck 
which in turn emerged from a faded T-shirt. His 
thin arms stuck straight out as he balanced him­
self ; his legs jerked, stick-like except for the 
dusty knobs that were his knees, and he strutted 
carefully to the main sidewalk and turned right.
Behind him a door in the yellow house 
opened; a woman peered out and called after 
him.
“Robbie! Don’t forget, now — it’s white 
bread. ’ ’
“Yes, Mommy,” he piped automatically, 
never taking his eyes from the ground before 
him. He was walking in a kind of goose-step 
now, extending his legs and pointing his toes 
straight u p ; he wobbled a little when he did this 
but he felt extremely dignified.
HE WAS four years old, and he was going to the store for a loaf of bread.
There was a bird sitting in the tree 
on the corner. He stopped for a moment to look 
at it, but it didn’t do anything but ruffle its fea­
thers, so he went on.
He stopped and looked both ways before 
crossing the street. Then, assured of safety, he 
crossed, deliberately slowing his steps as if to 
dare any chance car to run over him. Beyond 
the street there was a new block. He was curious; 
his walk lagged until it became a mere trickle 
of movement as he looked about him.
There were houses, many houses, most of them 
strange to him. He had not been here in this 
block very often. At the end of the block was 
the store. He knew that because he could see 
the sign from his own house. But the houses 
were strange to him; he wondered who lived in
the big brown one. It was a funny house; it 
didn’t look as through any little boys would live . 
there. He wasn’t interested in any house that 
didn’t have little boys.
He began to walk his imaginaiy tightrope 
again, not quite so cocksure, his eyes wary as he 
moved. He was passing a gray stone house now. 
and in front of it a fat boy in red corduroy 
overalls was playing with a truck. Robbie tried 
to pretend he didn’t notice, but curiosity over­
came him, and he stopped.
THE LTTTLE boy in red corduroy didn’t look up. lie  was growling and sputtering to himself, and the truck in his hands 
rolled crazily forward. Robbie watched curious­
ly as the truck, with much difficulty, chugged 
across a wide crack in the walk and rolled tri­
umphantly around its owner’s foot. Finally he 
could stand it no longer.
“I ’ve got a truck better than that at my 
house. ’ ’
The little boy in red did not look up. He was 
droning to himself in truck language, and he 
seemed unaware of his observer. Robbie tried 
again.
“My daddy has a real truck at home. I t’s 
green, an’ when he honks everybody runs off the 
street before he kills ’em.”
“This is a real truck,” said the little boy, as 
he pushed the toy gently up over his knee. “See. 
it can even climb hills. Rrrr-rr-rr, err-rr-rr.” 
Robbie refused to be outdone.
“We had a big black bear in our yard last 
night,” he said importantly.
He Avaited for the attention which he was 
sure must come, but the boy had evidently for­
gotten about him.
“It Avas a great big black bear, an’ it chased 
us all up on the porch. It had lots of teeth.”
THE TRUCK was rolling across the little boy’s face noAv, towards the top of his head.
“My daddy an’ me killed it. It was all 
bloody an’ it bit at us, but my daddy hit it on 
the head Avith a shovel an’ killed it.”
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The truck hesitated somewhere above its own­
er’s left eyebrow.
“An’ then my mommy cut it up in little 
pieces an ’ we ate it for supper, ’ ’ finished Robbie 
in triumph, thrusting his chest out with the im­
portance of his achievement. “ I ’ll bet you 
couldn’t kill a bear like that.”
“My truck can run over your bear an’ smash 
him all up. Err-rooom, ummm-mm.” And the 
little boy allowed his truck to roll fiercely back 
down over his body and across the sidewalk as 
though it were grinding a mighty bruin beneath 
its wheels.
Robbie’s expression changed slightly, but 
with all the dignity he could muster he turned 
scornfully away. He had taken several steps be­
fore he found the courage to retort.
“My bear could chew your o l’ truck to 
pieces! ’ ’
‘ ‘ Oh, shut up, ’ ’ said the little boy in the red 
corduroy overalls unconcernedly. He turned his 
back and began growling to himself again in 
truck language.
ROBBIE wras dejected, and began to scuff the toe of one shoe idly against the con­crete sidewalk. lie  sawr an ant struggling 
in many-legged haste across his path, and ab- 
ruptly stepped on it. Then he moved his foot 
back and forth over the place where the ant had 
been, crushing it until only a wfet stain remained.
He was staring at the wet spot when he became 
conscious of the quarter pressing into the flesh 
of his palm, and was suddenly comforted. His 
head lifted ; he wras once again proud of his com­
mission, and he goose-stepped importantly to­
wards the store.
There was a red fire hydrant on the corner 
in front of the store. He leap-frogged awkward­
ly over it twice, feeling the joy of his prowess. 
Then he tuimed back to the store, marched up 
the steps and stood on tiptoe to fumble with the 
screen door.
Mr. Connors came to the door to help him 
open it. Mr. Connors was the grocer; he wras tall 
and had wrhite hair and spectacles, and he held 
the door open for Robbie when he went inside.
“Morning, Robbie. How are you today?”
ROBBIE moved to the counter without speaking. The counter just came to his chin, so he stood on tiptoe again to see 
over it. There was nothing much except Mr. 
Connors behind it. Finally, satisfied with his 
scrutiny, Robbie spoke.
“I wanta loaf of white bread,” he announced, 
and pride shone in his face as he realized that 
he had said everything right.
“Fine, fine. This wrhat you want?” Mr. 
Connors held up a loaf. Robbie looked at it, 
ducking a little to see the underside, and then 
he nodded solemnly. Mr. Connors held out his 
hand for the quarter and Robbie let it slip be­
tween his fingers into the upturned palm of the 
man’s hand.
As Mr. Connors reached under the counter 
for a paper sack, he asked, ‘‘How’s your mother 
today, Robbie?”
“Fine,” answered Robbie, looking at the 
bright shelves against the wall.
Mr. Connors seemed to be having difficulty 
extracting a sack from under the counter. He 
put his head down to see w-hat was the matter. 
“And how’s your daddy?”
“Daddy’s fine,” said Robbie. “We killed 
a bear in our back yard yesterday. What are 
you doing dowm there?”
“Getting you a paper sack,” said Mr. Con­
nors, straightening. Ilis face ŵ as red. He slid 
the bread into the sack deftly, and handed it 
across the counter. “Now don’t squeeze the 
bread, will you?”
“I won’t.” Robbie turned, half-hidden be­
hind his burden. lie  stopped by the door to look 
wistfully at the comic book rack. There were 
many bright colors printed on the covers of the
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magazines; there was a man flying in a blue suit, 
and a funny pig. He knew that was Porky Pig 
because his mother bought him books like that 
sometimes and read them to him.
“My mother reads these to me,” he said.
r p  HE DOOR of the store opened then, and 
two women came in. Mr. Connors smiled.
“Good morning, Mrs. Engels. Morn­
ing, Mrs. Smith.”
A fat lady in a floppy brown dress moved 
forward holding a piece of paper. The other 
one, tall and thin, in gray and with spectacles, 
seemed for the first time to notice Robbie loiter­
ing by the rack, and whirled on him with an 
exclamation.
“Aren’t you the little Nielson boy?”
Robbie nodded, his eyes wide. He looked at 
her, and he seemed to be looking up and up and 
up—she was so straight and tall. He felt a little 
frightened.
“Your father’s sick, isn’t he?” The woman 
stooped, her hawk-like nose suddenly before his 
face, swooping down upon him like a big bird 
with a sharp beak. Robbie was afraid now; her 
gaze seemed to pierce him and he was helpless.
‘ ‘ I said your father is sick, isn’t he ? A ren’t 
you Robbie Nielsen?”
Robbie clung to the bread, holding it close 
against him as a kind of shield. The woman was 
so tall and thin—she was a long thin frightening 
bii*d-like woman with piercing eyes that glittered 
behind her spectacles.
“W hat’s the matter with you? Can’t you 
talk?”
MR. CONNORS looked up from the order he was filling, and somehow he seemed rather anxious.
‘1 Mrs. Engels, was there something for you ? ’ ’ 
The woman in gray turned and nodded. “Just 
a minute.” Then she swooped back on Robbie 
and glared at him. “What is the matter with 
you, little boy? Can’t you answer a question?” 
“Robbie’s rather shy with strangers,” of­
fered Mi'. Connors hastily. ‘ ‘ Here, Mrs. Engels, 
let me take your list for you. ’ ’
The fat woman in brown at the counter now 
turned to waddle towards him. Robbie backed 
as far into the corner as he could, clutching the 
bread, his eyes wide.
“Robbie, you remember me,” said the fat 
lady, smiling above her chins. “I ’m Mrs. Smith, 
you know ; I used to play bridge with your moth­
er.”
Robbie nodded dumbly, digging his fingers 
into his package.
‘ ‘ How’s your daddy now, Robbie ? ’ ’
She waited expectantly, poised like a beach- 
ball on the tip of a wave. Robbie swallowed, and 
looked helplessly to the grocer. Mr. Connors 
stepped out from behind the counter hurriedly, 
smiling apologies.
“Ladies, I ’m sorry, Robbie just doesn’t talk 
to strangers. H e’s pretty shy. Robbie, now you 
get on home, and—here, wait a minute.” He 
stepped back to the counter and reached under 
it again, emerging this time with a small penny 
sucker. “Here, Robbie, this is for you. I f your 
mother asks you, tell her I gave it to you. Now 
run on—and take it easy with that bread! ’ ’
HE HELD the door open for Robbie, who, with a last frightened glance at the two women, sped outside. As the screen door 
closed behind him, he heard the women talking: 
“Really, you’d think he could answer a civil 
question! How in the world is his mother bring­
ing him up?”
“That woman has enough trials, and then 
with a child like that—well, really, I don’t— ” 
Mr. Connors’ voice cut into their conversa­
tion. “Please, ladies, he might hear you— ” 
Robbie stood hesitantly in front of the store.
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Slowly the fear left him, draining down through 
his feet, and he felt better. There was the fire 
hydrant before him. He went over to it, set the 
sack down, put the sucker in his mouth, and leap­
frogged. He fell flat on the other side of the 
hydrant, and the sucker dropped from his mouth 
to the dusty ground.
ROBBIE got up slowly. He would not c ry ; he had not hurt himself, but the sucker lay bright yellow in the dirt, shining 
mockingly up at him, and he knew he must not 
pick it up and put it in his mouth again. He 
looked at it wistfully for a moment, and then 
lifted the sack in his arms and started home­
ward.
Somehow the day was cooler. The sidewalk 
was still hot; he felt it through the soles of his 
shoes, but his body was cold. He walked slowly, 
shifting the package from time to time. He had 
almost passed the gray stone house before he be­
came aware of the little boy he had spoken to 
before. He tried to walk past without looking 
at him, but the boy stopped playing with the 
truck and looked at him.
“Hey,” he said. “Hey!”
Robbie faced him.
\ “What?”





“Where do you live?”
‘ ‘ In the next block. ’ ’
“In that great big yellow house?”
“Yes.”
“Is your daddy that crazy man?”
R OBBIE stared at him. The little boy cocked his head and stared back, apparently un- concerned.
“My daddjr said a crazy man lived in that 
big yellow house, an’ they had to take him way 
away because he was crazy.”
The Womb Tomb
(In 35 words or less)
The beast to the beast is calling 
They rush through the twilight deep 
But
The mind is a -wary hunter 
He will not let them meet.
I like dogs.
Robbie brought the sack up in front of him 
like a shield, but he d idn’t speak. The little boy 
in red suddenly seemed intrigued with him, as 
though he were a new kind of toy.
‘ ‘ Did the bear make your daddy crazy ? ’ ’ 
Robbie spoke with difficulty. The words 
seemed to choke him, but he forced them out.
‘ ‘ My daddy isn’t crazy. You ’re a liar, that’s 
what you are. ’ ’
He turned away, as he had before, but he was 
shaking. He was thinking of the squashed ant, 
and the two women in the store—“Your father’s 
sick, isn’t he?”—and the sprawl over the fire 
hydrant, and the yellow sucker glistening in the 
dirt in front of the store.
“Why is your daddy crazy?”
“My daddy isn’t crazy,” said Robbie in a 
small voice, beginning to walk away.
“Are you crazy too?” asked the little boy in 
red. “Does it hurt?”
Robbie did not answer. He kept walking, 
holding the bi*ead tight against his chest. He 
came to the corner, but he did not look up and 
down the street. He kept walking.
THERE was a stone in the middle of the street. He kicked it, and it bounced side­ways. He kicked it again, listlessly. It 
bounced against the curb, rolled through the 
drain grating, and disappeared into the seAver 
below the street AATith a soft plop. Robbie did not 
hear it drop.
He kept Avalking. He saAv the sidewalk in 
front of him, Avhite, hard, narrow. It Avent very 
far, far across town, to places where he had 
never been.
He began to walk faster, and then, suddenly, 
he Avas running. lie  held the bread in his arms, 
tight against his chest, and he ran doAA'n the side- 
AAralk towards a big yellow house. “Mommy!” 
he called, as he stumbled towards the steps. 
“Mommy! Mommy I”
Tears poured doAA’n his cheeks in the June 
sunlight.
by Wesley E. Sommers
Mr. Sommers is from West Yellow­






Miss Carey is a sophomore majoring in 
pre-medical science. She is from Ekala- 
ka, Montana. She wrote “Forgotten 
Homestead” which appeared in the first 
issue of Venture.
I HATE popular music. My nose tilts sky­ward, my eyes close in silent resignation, while my mouth utters fervent little words 
of detestation whenever a “hit” tune is men­
tioned. But my ears are struck with the full force 
of this malady spread by a melody. I grew up 
believing that my ears were normal, except for a 
bit of uncalled-for-protrusion beyond the usual 
limits. I was wrong. These ears just can’t take 
the clouting which most American ears have to 
every day.
The cui'rent “song of the day” probably has 
spent some years lying in obscurity, gathering 
dust in the storei’oom of a publishing house after 
a sony first debut ten years before. Or maybe 
its composer has held it clutched tightly in his 
sweaty palm, still praying hopefully that it will 
one day make the top. Along comes a guy-in-the- 
know who barely peers at the ditty but decides 
this one has “it,” an unexplainable “plus” qual­
ity that will make the public long for it. His 
first task is to sell the people on this idea, too. 
The guy-in-the-know is quite a drifter, however, 
and he proceeds to expose the melody to the pub­
lic through every medium possible. He gives the 
“word” to every disc jockey in the country and 
the plague spreads like freed mercury. Sheet 
music, television, radio—none escape his scheme. 
At last those “real gone” faddists catch on and 
every juke box starts blaring out with the ‘ ‘ little 
gem.” And the song plays on—incessantly.
I recall the fate of a sweet little dish who was 
in her prime about five years ago. Ah, that 
Linda was quite a gal, all right. What ever hap­
pened to her? People heard too much about her 
and their praise turned to unfavorable criticism. 
She retreated to the bench destined to be a wall­
flower forever! (And what of the Lauras, 
Maries, Roses, and Louises'1. They might take
lessons from Adeline who may be slow and aged 
but who has been holding her own Through the 
Years. Nevertheless, Harmony Brown, pay heed.)
A Little White Duck aroused considerable 
envy from the Chickery Chicks and Maresy 
Bootes’ who both were Slippin’ Around trying 
to find someone In  the Mood to String Along 
with them. All the little duck did was to go 
Bummin’ Around every Beautiful Morning. But 
he developed a swelled cerebrum and his con­
ceited little body was blown to Jamholaya by an 
audience who could bear no more and resorted 
to the Shot Gun Boogie.
POSSIBLY my tortured ears could relax were the elements of nature used respectably. A better mixture might result by Singin’ in 
the Chapel and Ci'yin’ tn the Rain. Then there 
would be just one big drenching instead of a 
splattering of both! At any hour I can turn on
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my radio to meet a Stranger in Paradise who is 
trying his best to become the Heart of My Heart 
or at least My Secret Love in one Free Home 
Demonstration. I ’m almost assured that At the 
Close of a Long, Long Day, he ’ll be a stranger no 
more and after Seven Lonely Days w e’ll Cer­
tainly be Side by Side. Even little Bimbo who 
has Never Been Kissed Tenderly will be Changin> 
Partners when the Jones Boy comes Walkin’ Be­
hind to see him Hand in Hand with The Girl 
Next Door!
Though I try not to let a tune penetrate into 
my inner space, it usually reverberates there any­
way. But when I hear its infantile strains echo­
ing faintly on the horizon of a listening world, 
I watch it like a vulture. It spins out from its 
little shell of non-existence and whirls to matur­
ity with disastrous speed. I watch intently. 
When it reaches the top, I see it circle round 
and round, more conceited and vain each time 
the needle is lowered upon it. Then the needle 
misses once and the tune never quite recovers 
from the shock. It spins faster and faster and 
begins to Ricochet. When it is thrown from the 
heights and crashes into nothingness, I sit back 
and smirk in glee.
The Work Is Done
by Richard Edgerton
A descriptive piece by Mr. Edgerton who is from Whitefish, Montana. He is a
sophomore majoring in journalism.
A sudden gust of wind caresses the autumn 
leaves in the now silent lot, rolling them over 
and over, lifting them and gradually releasing 
the hold, letting the leaves float gently earth­
ward. The wind continues its playful frolic as 
it winds its way, rustling the empty cement 
sacks, trying in vain to upheave the weighted 
tarps, and making a tuneful rythmn as it fades 
away through the vacant halls of the yet unfin­
ished building.
All is silent. A silence that is contrarily d if­
ferent from the early noise of the day.
Night has come and no man can woi*k. The 
night has come and the silence is more eloquent 
than words.
The massive scaffolding casts innumerable, 
long grey shadows on the newly plastered, white 
interior halls.
The brick layer’s trowel rests in the shadowed 
bowl of a cement spattered wheelbarrow.
The brick facings of the outer walls are pro- 
jected in rough, unfinished edges, now colorless 
in the moonlight.
The once continuous “spurts” of the cement 
mixer have yielded.
The power saw whose strong, ripping teeth
had earlier chiseled the wood in whining response 
is silent.
A small pile of sand rests with crested slopes, 
reflecting the m oon’s splendor in the higher 
crests giving way to deeper contrast in the lower 
contours, suggesting a large barren mountain.
Yes, night has come and no man can work, but 
it is not for man to rest in absolute contentment. 
Tomorrow the noise of activity will again arise.
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The Grettis
With Apologies to
by Robert T. Taylor
YOU KNOW how it is with nice babes. There’s one kind you want to make love to as fast as you can. Then there’s another 
kind you’d like to make taffy with or go look at 
the stars with and then make love. This one was 
the first kind. She wasn’t tall, but her figure 
was swell with the surprising fullness that little 
women sometimes have. She wasn’t hiding it 
too well, and that didn’t hurt my feelings either. 
Her hair was sunny-morning blond, and her eyes 
were as blue as the lake on the Minnesota farm 
where I spent my boyhood summers. She was 
nice.
I didn’t say a word. I kicked her typing 
table across the room, where it fetched up with a 
clatter, and picked her out of the chair. Her 
eyes widened. I put one leg a little in front of 
me and pulled her to me. She put her arms 
around my neck and squeezed up like a fright­
ened squirrel climbing a tree. Her eyes shut and 
then we bruised lips a while. She had been eat­
ing something with mustard on it, salad variety, 
no horseradish. I pushed her away a little and 
exhaled slowly. She swayed and panted like an 
idling engine. I grinned and straightened my 
hat.
; ‘ What’s your name ? ” I growled.
Her mouth opened like the blooming of a 
fast flower, and her voice was a bedtime drawl. 
‘ ‘ Marygold, ’ ’ she said.
“Nice name,” I said. “Boss in?”
It took her a minute or two and one pretty 
hand fumbled absently with the edge of her 
dress at the shoulder. ‘ ‘ I don’t know exactly. ’ ’ 
“Never mind, sweetheart,” I said, “I ’ll check 
it myself. ’ ’
I swept past her and kicked open the inner 
door. I took one look and sighed. It was the 
usual. A body, an automatic close to the right 
hand, the shirt front a crimson stain. The 
corpse was wearing expensive shoes.
‘ ‘ Hey, Marygold, ’ ’ I called. ‘ ‘ Comere a min­
ute. ” She tripped in like a girl stepping from a 
bath. I grinned appreciatively. I could tell that
Marygold and I were going to get along just fine.
I pointed to the body. “Ever see this be­
fore?” I asked.
Then she was crawling all over me again, and 
I gave her a loving shove. “Later,” I growled. 
“Business first. This here standard equipment 
for department heads?”
“0, golly no,” she said. “That looks just 
like Chester.”
I looked around the room at the books, the 
cabinets. Then I saw a bottle peeping from be­
hind a pile of papers like the morning sun over 
the hill. It was rye. “H is?” I said.
“Yes, Dr. Klamper needs it for his heart.” 
“Me too,” I said, and I grabbed the bottle 
and let the rye trickle down my throat. It 
wasn’t cognac, but it would do. I held out the 
bottle to Marygold. “Like some?” She giggled 
and I watched an inch and a half disappear 
neatly. I wiped our prints off the bottle and 
stuck it back behind the papers.
“This Klamper?” I asked.
“Oh, no,” she said. “This is Chester Jukes, 
of the Jukes canning people. Chester is a grad­
uate student here.”
“Was,” I corrected. “Okay, get me the 
cops. ’ ’
I dilly-dallied around with Marygold until 1 
heard the sound of people on the steps. She 
looked a little pale. Tlien I had an idea. “Mary­
gold,” I said, “You got a key to this place?” 
She lifted up her skirt and pulled two of them 
out of the top of her stocking and handed them 
to me. “Thanks, baby,” I said. “Can I come 
and see you tonight?”
Her voice was a low, feral sound. “As soon 
as you can, honey, as soon as you can. ’ ’
“Don’t wait up for me,” I cracked. She 
wrote her address on a slip of paper and I stuck 
it in my hatband.
THEN there was the clatter of big flat feet in the hall and a bull-necked cop with a battered derby hat on his head came in like 
a star halfback through the line. I recognized
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Saga Caper
Chandler, Spillane, and Simenon
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him and let a slow grin illuminate my face. We 
were old buddies.
“Well,” I said, “if it a in’t old Schwartz. 
What kept you, Sergeant?”
He glared at me and I grinned a little wider. 
“Well,” he said. “Little Stevie Vice, the de­
tective. W e’ll get you someday, you stupid 
shamus. You pull this job ? ’ ’
“Naw, Schwartz, I d idn’t do it. Ask Mary- 
gold here. Did I do it, Marygold?”
Marygold had a distant look in her eyes. 
“Not yet,” she said wistfully. Schwartz looked 
-surprised and he laughed, his voice bitter with 
scorn. It was mutual. ‘ ‘ Lover boy, ’ ’ he snarled.
He turned on his heel, when the door opened 
and I saw Lieutenant Potter. I d idn’t mind Pete. 
He was a good guy, a little conscientious, but 
a good guy.
“0, my aunt Harriet,” he said quietly. “You 
again, Steve.”
“Yeah, Lieutenant. I got an affinity for 
bodies. ’ ’
He looked at Marygold and back at me and 
laughed. “You said it.’’
He went into the inner office with Schwartz, 
and other men, the photog, the medic, the print 
boys, started to drift in the door. I followed the 
lieutenant. “Know him?” he said.
“Marygold says his name was Chester Jukes. 
I never saw him before.”
“Take over, boys,” he said. He led me back 
to the outer office. Marygold was gone.
What do you know about this, Steve ? D on’t 
hold back on this one. Keep your nose clean.”
“And my double chin up,” I said. “Nothing, 
Pete, nothing at all. I got a call this afternoon 
from somebody who said his name was Klamper 
of the University here, who wanted to see me 
about a manuscript of some kind. I didn’t get 
any other information, and I came out here. 
Then I found hi m.”
Potter nodded to a thin-faced man by the 
door. “Dirk,” he said “find out if Klamper
was here all afternoon.” Dirk walked out of the 
room. Potter lit a cigarette and looked around. 
In a minute the thin-faced man was back. “She 
doesn’t think so. She d idn’t see this Jukes go in 
either. She doesn’t remember anybody but Vice 
here.”
‘ ‘ She wouldn’t remember anybody else, Lieu­
tenant. I got personality.”
“Yes, Stevie. I don’t know. Looks a little 
like suicide from here. Run along, boy. If we 
want you, we know where to find you. ’ ’
‘\Sure, ’ ’ I said. ‘ ‘ Good luck, Pete. ’ ’
“So long, Schwartz,” I yelled to the other 
room.
“Leave him alone,” Potter said. “Run along, 
Steve. ’ ’
I swung out of the building and blinked a 
moment in the warm sunlight. All around me 
the campus spread out like a park or a nice 
country club, and kids lay on the lawn or wan­
dered around in pairs and bunches. It was nice. 
I grinned at a couple of girls who stared curi­
ously at me. I strolled over to my convertible 
and headed back for the office. No fee, nothing, 
a wasted afternoon. But then there was always 
Marygold. I would have sighed, but I was too 
thirsty.
BY THE time 1 left J oel’s Bar, it was close to five, but I decided to stop off at the office to kiss Rosie, my office girl, goodnight. 1 
waltzed in with a neat soft-shoe step and blew 
her a kiss. She looked at me severely, and that 
wasn’t like Rosie at all. “Someone to see you, 
sir,” she said.
“Thanks.” I turned to see a slender brun­
ette with an unopened copy of Artisan Review 
on her lap. Her eyes were a little red, but she 
had class. Her face was the face of a 15th cen­
tury madonna and she wore a light gray suit that 
slid money in every line. It suggested too a 
delicate yet well-knit body beneath it. Some­
times it’s quality, sometimes quantity with babes. 
You takes your choice.
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“Come in,” I said in my polite voice. I 
opened the office and let her walk in ahead of 
me. I threw my hat at Rosie and she stuck out 
her tongue at me. She was a good kid.
The girl sat on the edge of the chair facing 
me, and I detected the faint scent of expensive 
perfume. Her voice was a little harsh, but it 
was educated, refined.
“You are Steve Vice, aren’t you?” she said. 
“That’s right,” I countered.
“I ’m Sandra Jukes,” she said. “It was my 
brother who was shot this afternoon.”
“Sandra’s a nice name,” I said. “You’re 
sure he was shot?”
■ ‘ Of course, ’ ’ she said. - ‘ It was he who called 
you this afternoon, pretending he was Klamper. 
How much did he tell you?”
I shook my head. “Nothing, just gave me 
the name.”
“You’re sure?’’ she said. Her voice was 
quick. “lie was afraid of something. Every 
minute since he turned in his doctor’s disserta­
tion to Dr. Klamper. But I don’t think it was 
that. He liked to gamble too. ’ ’
“Really?” I said. “Want a drink?” She 
nodded her head, so I took out the brandy and 
splashed a little into the bottom of a glass. “Look 
here, you’re sure he was shot?”
“I ’m positive,” she said. “Look. I want 
you to help me find out about this. You will, 
won’t you ? ’ ’ She pulled out a roll of bills and I 
smiled.
“I ’m not cheap, but I ’m reasonable. Let me 
go home with you and look at some of Chester’s 
stuff. Might be a lead there.”
She put some bills on the desk and stood up. 
I took her hand and looked into her calm, gray 
eyes. “I ’m sorry,” I said, and I kissed her 
slightly parted lips tenderly. I felt a little bit 
as though I were in church, but that’s how it is 
with some babes. She was the taffy-pull and 
star-gazing type of girl. She had class.
It was after dark when I rode out to the 
University again. I had eaten dinner and had 
spent a half hour in the library, looking up some 
ideas I had. Then I had gone home, showered, 
and set out again, under my arm the comforting 
lumps of my .38.
I parked close to a main building and took 
off through the shrubbery. There didn’t seem 
to be anybody around, although I could hear a 
chorus practicing somewhere off in the distance. 
I stood still in front of the office building and 
waited. Nothing.
Quickly I ran up the stone steps and used 
one of M arygold’s keys. I was lucky the first 
time and the door swung open. I locked it again 
and headed for the inner stairs. The building 
had that strange, tense feeling of after hours, a 
feeling of waiting, of watchfulness that made me 
feel nervous. I opened the outer office, locked 
the door, and turned on the light. It was taking 
a chance, but I wanted to work fast. I went 
through the desk rapidly, but there wasn’t much 
there, just corrected papers, a few cancelled 
checks. Then I started in the files, and in the 
third drawer down I found the manuscript. 
“Clumsy,” I muttered and leafed it through. 
There was a faint click at the door, and I looked 
down the barrel of a gun. It was a sucker play, 
and I was the sucker.
Then I saw Sandra Jukes behind him, and I 
made a faint motion with my head. She laughed, 
and I felt my idea of jumping him dissolve like 
sugar in hot water.
“Well?” the man said. He was a fat man, 
but his fat was hard, the fat of a bear at the end 
of a good huckleberry season, and his face was 
as vicious as any I had ever seen. He handled
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the gun like he knew what it was for. The gray 
of his hair was the gray of east iron.
“Klamper?” I said.
“Yes,” he said. “Sandra, my dear, is this 
Steve Vice, the detective?”
“Yes. Frank, you should have destroyed 
that manuscript.”
‘ ‘ No, no, my dear. I can use it myself. ’ ’ He 
waved the gun up and down about a quarter of 
an inch both ways, “Do you know anything 
about what you have in your hands ? ’ ’
“Sure,” I said. “Just two and two together, 
doc.” I saw him Avince, and I knew he was a 
dangerous man. IJis face darkened. “I t’s sim­
ple,” I said. “This manuscript is a new edition 
of the Grettis Saga with a new fragment. Now the 
point is that this edition is by Chester Jukes and 
the standard edition is your own, without, of 
course, the fragment. You must have found this 
a good edition, Klamper.”
HIS LAUGH was the rasp of a file on a leg iron. “Very good. Go on, Vice.” “Money plays a part too, doc, but I 
think that more than money is involved. Pride, 
the fear of loss of reputation. You would be 
laughed at if your edition was replaced by a 
mere student’s, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes,” Klamper said. “He was a fool, a 
drudge, but he had money and luck.” His eyes 
were fanatical. “So I killed him, as I would step 
on an insect, a spider. Turn around, Vice.”
I laughed, but I could feel the sweat running 
down my back and a coldness in my stomach.
“There’s one thing I don’t quite get,” I said. 
“The part of Sandra here.”
“It was fOr Frank,” she said looking at him. 
Not for me, but for Frank. With Chester dead, 
the inheritance was mine, Frank’s, so he wouldn’t 
have to slave here any more, wouldn’t have to 
teach these imbeciles to make a living, but could 
devote himself to what is precious and worthy, 
the things he loves.”
“But why did you come to me?”
“We didn’t know how much you knew, but 
we had to find out.”
‘ ‘ Your own brother, ’ ’ I said. ‘ ‘ For this guy 
and his reputation. The money, yes, I can un­
derstand money. But to kill a man over a frag­
ment in a language practically nobody can un­
derstand. . . .”
“Turn around,” Klamper said.
“You fool,” I sneered. Then the voice came 
from the doorway.
“Put it down, Dr. Klamper.”
I watched his face twist with surprise, and 
then I was on him. He was surprisingly strong 
and agile, and I couldn’t make him let go of the 
gun. Then something hit me on the side of the 
head and I felt myself rolling off, slipping down 
into nothingness. His hand came up and there 
was a shot and the gun skittered across the floor. 
Through a haze of pain, I saw a gray figure 
grab at it, and I wormed out my gun and fired 
twice. The figure collapsed with a sigh.
As I staggered to my feet, I felt a hand gently 
touch my shoulder and heard a soft, melodious 
voice close to my ear. ‘ ‘ Are you hurt, darling ? ’ ’ 
“Marygold,” I said. “I owe you something. 
You Ye a good girl.”
“I was worried about you having that key, 
so I thought I ’d come back. I put one of father’s 
old guns in my pocket-book.”
My head throbbed rhythmically with my 
pulse, but it was clearing. “Can we prove this 
thing?” I asked.
“Yes, I turned on the intercom and the 
dictaphone when I first came in.”
“You mean you were out there all that 
time ? ” I looked at her as she put the gun back 
in her purse. “Father’s gun, eh?” I said. 
* ‘ Who is ‘ father ’, by the way ? ’ ’
She looked a little surprised, and her blue 
eyes were innocent ice. She pointed to K lamper’s 
body on the floor. ‘‘ Why, him, ’ ’ she said.
‘ ‘ My God! ” I said. * ‘ Your own father! ’ ’
“I love you, Steve,” she said. “I hated him. 
After mother died, he wouldn’t let me go, 
wouldn’t let me have friends, dates, freedom. 
He made a slave of me. Steve, you do under­
stand don’t you, Steve?”
“Sure,” I said, looking at the floor. “I un­
derstand. ’ ’
I turned to the telephone. “W e’ve got to 
call the cops, Marygold, but when it’s all over, 
w e’ll go off somewhere together. I owe you 
something, Marygold. ’ ’
She kissed me. “0, hurry, Steve. I want 
you so much.”
And I wanted her, even if horror was still 
creeping at the base of my spine. I looked into 
her secret big blue eyes, and I wondered a little. 
The female is deadlier than the male, I thought, 
but I ’ve got the whip". The question was, how 
long I could hold it, and I smiled at the thought. 
That’s the way it is with some babes; it’s taking 
a chance that gives them flavor. I nuzzled her 
neck and picked up the phone.
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O LD MAN Dodson had the two of us spell­bound that morning at his ranchhouse in Hell Gate canyon. We sat around the 
table with him in the little parlor that overlooked 
the Clark Fork river, drinking Ma Dodson’s cof­
fee and taking in every word.
“ Yessir,” he declared, “musta took a mighty 
big man to tote a thing like that around. I been 
here since 1883, an’ I ’ve ploughed up a lot of 
’em, but that’s the whoppin’est one I ever laid 
eyes on.”
“The purtiest, too,” Ma Dodson put in.
“I t’s purty all right, if you wanta call it that. 
A clear blue color, an’ the most elegant worked 
you ever saw. Musta been for buff To.” He 
paused and sucked at his pipe. “Most of ’em 
ain’t no more’n one, two inches, thumbnail size. 
But this here granddaddy’s four inches wide at 
the butt an’ over a foot long!”
Excited? Yes, we were. This was our third 
day on an archaeological survey course we’d 
signed up for at Montana State University last 
fall, and the prehistoric spearhead the old boy 
had just described was a specimen out of an 
archaeologist’s dream. As we sat there at the 
Dodsons’ table some dazzling visions came to 
mind; Professor Malouf’s amazement at our 
spectacular discovery; a lengthy article under 
our names in American Antiquity; the deposit 
of this scientific treasure in the University Mu­
seum.
First off, we told the old folks, we needed to 
examine the artifact ourselves—make sure of its 
classification, identify the type of stone, take a 
photograph and a series of measurements, do a 
scale drawing, and write a detailed description 
for our survey report.
“Why sure,” said Dodson affably. “Look 
it over all you want. Ma, where’s that Injun 
stuff?”
Then Ma stepped up and gave a brisk coup de 
grace to those rose-colored visions of ours. ' ‘ Pa, ’ ’
she chided, “you’re gettin’ forgetful again. 
Don’t you recollect we give that spearhead to 
Dan when he left for Californy? Tol’ him to 
take his pick outa what we had ? ’ ’
“Well, so we did, so we did,” Old Dodson 
muttered, while Dave and I swapped sickly looks.
“Dan’s our boy,” Ma explained to us. “Al­
ways had sort of a interest in them kind o’ 
things. But o’ course they’s lots o’ things he 
didn’t take. Must be someplace in the store­
room.” And she hustled off to find them for us.
Missing out on that spearhead was the prize 
disappointment of the survey. We hadn’t any 
doubts about the Dodsons’ story; they’re among 
the solidest citizens of their community, and were 
sincerely eager to assist us in our project. But 
there was a lot of essential data on the specimen 
that they couldn’t give us. In this business you 
have to sit right down with the goods yourself. 
Little details that are never noticed by the lay­
man are of vital concern to the archaeologist in 
evaluating a find.
Enough remained of the Dodson collection in 
the way of stone arrowheads, scrapers, pestles, 
knives, and mauls for us to establish that the area 
around their i*anch had been occupied for a long 
period in prehistoric times. And since they 
hadn’t turned up any White trade items, such as 
metal points and glass beads, we could be pretty 
sure that the site had been abandoned by the 
natives for keeps at least 150 years ago.
The usefulness of the collection was severely 
limited, however, by the fact that Dodson had 
kept no record of just where he’d made his finds. 
Amateur collectors rarely understand that the 
significance of a site, and of the specimens it 
contains, is largely determined on the basis of 
the location and position of these specimens and 
their association with other materials at the time 
of recovery. Lacking this information, most 




Our assignment was to locate prehistoric In­
dian sites throughout the Hell Gate area, a 50- 
mile stretch of winding canyon along the Clark 
Fork river, east of Missoula. The prospects were 
promising for a number of reasons. The Hell 
Gate was virgin territory archaeologically, hav­
ing never previously been surveyed. And we 
knew from ethnological sources that the canyon 
had been a major Indian thoroughfare in early 
historic times, travelled regularly by the moun­
tain tribes of western Montana and Idaho on 
their way to the buffalo plains, and by Blackfoot 
war parties seeking to stop them. So many bloody 
ambush battles occurred in the place that French 
trappers called it Porte de I’Enfer, the idea be­
ing that it was safer to enter the gates of hell 
than to venture into Hell Gate canyon.
We carried out our survey under the direc­
tion of Professor Malouf, the U niversity’s an­
thropologist. He briefed us on what to look for 
and where, outfitted us with the necessary tools, 
gave us technical guidance on problems encoun­
tered, and patiently weathered our weekly recit­
als of fortune and woe.
Snooping on the Sabbath
Sundays were our days of toil. Each sortie 
began by loading our car with Forestry maps 
and notebooks, tape measures and trowels, a bun­
dle of collection bags, brushes, spatulas, and a 
spray preservative for recovering delicate speci­
mens, tinfoil in which to wrap them, screens of 
various meshes, field glasses, cameras, sand­
wiches, and ham-handled pick and shovel with 
which to sink test pits when sufficiently inspired.
Prepared thus to grapple with every possible 
contingency, we would roll down the highway 
and into the canyon in quest of ancient camp­
sites, battle pits, burials, pictographs, cave shel­
ters, and traces of old trails. Of these the dis­
covery of occupation sites, which are the informa­
tion centers of archaeology, had first priority.
I t’s fairly easy to spot potential site locations. 
Since aboriginal man held a full belly, comfort, 
and security in highest esteem, we had only to 
look for areas which now or in the conceivable 
past offered such natural advantages as culinary 
water, wood, berry bushes, fish and game, a flat 
place to pitch the hogan on, some protection from 
the elements, and a back-alley exit in case the 
going got too hot when hostilities occurred.
Once we had arrived at a likely location, our 
procedure was to set forth with collection bag on 
hip and trowel in hand, back bent in what’s 
known to the trade as the archaeological stoop, 
eyes scanning the ground for the remotest sign of 
native remains.
Blind Man’s Buff
And here’s where our troubles began. Find­
ing evidence of occupation is often a tedious, 
time-consuming, difficult job. The prehistoric 
folks in this neck of the woods didn’t live in 
permanent dwellings and had no beer cans or 
whiskey bottles with which to immortalize their 
campgrounds. About the only imperishable 
goods they possessed were made of stone. What 
we had to find, then, were tiny stone chips struck 
off in the manufacture of primitive tools; the 
tools themselves; broken rocks from fire hearths 
or root-roasting pits; so-called “tipi rin gs”; and 
sweat-lodge circles and piles of stones. To com­
plicate matters, the area to be examined was 
usually over-grown with vegetation and strewn 
with Nature’s counterfeits—a million rocks that 
look like artifacts but aren’t.
Our first day out gave us full appreciation 
of the difficulties involved. Having selected an 
area where every condition for a suitable site 
was amply fulfilled, we unlimbered our trowels 
and began inch by cautious inch to inspect the 
ground. Every third place of the bewildering 
multitude of rocks and fragments that adorned 
the landscape seemed to have the aspect of a 
chip, a flake, a scraper, or a knife. After several
15
hours of examining and discarding, we hopefully 
pocketed about 15 specimens that seemed to 
answer every requirement of shape and size. 
These we deposited, bright and early the follow­
ing morning, on Professor M alouf’s desk. He 
picked one up, glanced at it, and chunked it in 
the wastebasket. The second shared the same 
fate, as did the third, the fourth, and all the rest. 
There followed a short course in the art of dis­
tinguishing the fracturing and chipping per­
formed by man from that accomplished by nat­
ural causes.
Gradually then, after additional dishearten­
ing hours in the field, we acquired the ability to 
distinguish such remains, and to identify them 
in their natural setting. And suddenly we began 
to find things—chips and flakes and scrapers 
and knives. It was as if we had been blind be­
fore.
We had a standing agreement that the one 
who found the first arrowhead could down a 
pitcher of beer at the other’s expense. The cru­
cial find occurred one Sunday noon as we were 
prowling along an embankment back of U.S. 
Highway 10. I made a routine stoop to examine 
a rock projection slightly different from its fel­
lows—and much to my surprise pulled forth a 
sizeable arrowpoint that had been sticking edge 
up, half-buried in the ground. An exultant yell 
brought Dave running. Both the base and the 
tip of the point were missing, but it had been 
carefully worked and there was no doubt about 
its classification.
While I probed the spot with my trowel for 
any further remains Dave circled the area like 
a madman, and before many minutes he was wav­
ing his collection bag and holding up a flawless 
point. Since our arrangement hadn’t foreseen 
such distinctions as complete versus fragmentary 
specimens, the matter ended at the nearest road­
side tavern, with each of us buying the other a 
pitcher of beer.
Of Barflies and Thunderbirds
And even a taste for beer can be an arch­
aeological asset. We hadn’t been two minutes in 
this tavern when we discovered that the bartend­
er had a collection of artifacts—the most exten­
sive collection, as it turned out, that we found in 
the course of our survey. Of particular interest 
was a smooth cylindrical stone shaped like a staff
and about three feet long, which tends to link 
this site with those in the vicinity of Flathead 
lake. The purpose of these stones in prehistoric 
culture remains a mystery to the archaeologist. 
They are much too fragile to have served as war 
clubs, and unlike the usual implement they never 
show signs of wear. The usual guess is that 
they were used for ceremonial purposes by pre­
historic man.
Chickens, too, were of service on our survey. 
We drummed up an acquaintance with a little 
old lady who lived in a gulch that had every ap­
pearance of a likely site. And it was, indeed, the 
proof being furnished by an industrious flock of 
chickens that she kept around the place. In 
scratching for worms they had uncovered a num­
ber of artifacts, appropriately including some 
very small arrowheads commonly referred to as 
‘ ‘ birdpoints. ’ ’
Another lady, occupant of another gulch, was 
a collector of ‘ ‘ thunderbirds ’ ’ and other unusual 
striated rocks. These she collected from a table­
land adjoining her property. In the course of 
her excursions, impelled by the instinct of the 
true collector, she had gathered numerous chunks 
of stone which we recognized upon examination 
as cores employed by primitive craftsmen in the 
manufacture of certain implements and weapons. 
Many of these cores were composed of types of 
stone that are not indigenous to this locality, but 
which are abundant east of the mountains, far 
out on the plains. Trying to explain the pres­
ence of such material is a typical archaeological 
puzzle. The inhabitants of the site might have 
received the rock in trade, or they might have 
made long journeys to obtain it, or they might 
have been former residents of the plains who 
packed up their warbags and migrated west,
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dragging their stones behind them. Whichever 
they did, the correct answer might solve many 
more important problems relating to the develop­
ment of ancient cultures in the Hell Gate.
Ok’nok—The Pineapple of the Rockies
Next to rocks that looked like artifacts but 
weren’t, we decided early in the survey that leaf- 
trees were the prime abomination of archaeology. 
The season being autumn, they were shedding 
their leaves. Looking for a needle in a haystack 
is a cinch compared with trying to find an arti­
fact on leaf-covered ground.
Then one day, while reconnoitering unsuc­
cessfully through an immense stand of shedding
cottonwoods, we discovered scarred trees and had 
another problem on our hands.
A little-known practice among the Indians of 
western Montana was to strip the outer bark 
from certain trees to obtain the cambium layer 
for food. This was known as ok’nok by the 
Kutenai. The operation was performed in spring, 
when the sap is running, by strong-armed 
squaws equipped with peeling poles. Ponderosa 
pine was the preferred species, and its sapwood 
is said to compare favorably with pineapple in 
sweetness and flavor. Characteristic scars were 
formed by this activity, being somewhat oval in
shape and extending as much as eight or ten feet 
up the trunk of the tree. The age of these scars 
can be determined by tree-ring counting. Some 
in the Flathead area date back 250 years.
Our problem was one of authentication, for 
we discovered these scars on Populus trichocarpa 
—a species on which, according to previous in­
vestigations, they had no right to be. Further­
more, as Professor Malouf pointed out, the char­
acteristics of many of the scars that we found 
differ from the accepted norm.
There followed a series of efforts on our part 
to obtain verification of our belief that the scars 
were of Indian origin. We checked our photo­
graphs and descriptions with the Botany depart­
ment of the University, with a Forestry official, 
and with an aged Indian woman on the Flathead 
reservation. So far, the evidence is quite favor­
able, but it isn’t yet sufficient to be acceptable 
scientifically. I f and when we can prove our 
case, we will have several additional sites to add 
to our score.
The Point of It All
The last of our field trips d idn’t by any 
means bring the work of the survey to a close. 
As a matter of fact, w e’re still at it in the 
anthropology lab, cataloging and comparing 
specimens, chewing over problems, and finishing 
off a detailed technical report for publication in 
the University’s Sociological and Anthropolog­
ical series.
And the results? Well, the Hell Gate survey 
didn’t make any headlines, but it has contributed 
to regional knowledge of prehistoric population 
movements and density, the flow and distribution 
of certain culture traits, and affinities between 
the Hell Gate area and the cultures of other re­
gions.
Since the Indians left no written records, one 
of the great tasks of archaeology is to reconstruct 
the history of man in North America. The pre­
history of Montana is an essential link in that 
story, and the prehistory of the Hell Gate is a 
small but essential link in the prehistory of Mon­
tana. To contribute even a tiny fragment to 
such a link is a vital, exciting experience.
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The Battle of the Bulge
by Marianne Merritt
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SUPPOSE you feed a coin into one of those penny weighing machines one day. Out pops a cardboard ticket that says, “You 
are vei’y conscientious, but tend to lack will 
power. Weight—130.” A hundred and thirty 
pounds! Ye Gods! Ten pounds too much. Can­
cer, T. B., heart disease, no more social life. This 
calls for a campaign of some kind. Experiments 
and experience have proven that there is a prac­
tically fool proof method, which is comprised of 
three operations. These must be integrated to the 
nth degree to insure complete success. We shall 
discuss them in order of difficulty.
/ ^  \  ABSTINENCE. This means you eat 
( I I  no more strawberry sundaes, no more 
banana cream pie, no chocolate layer 
cake, no cream of tomato soup, no peanut butter 
sandwiches, no buttered cinnamon rolls, no 
mashed potatoes. ... It means that next time you 
go out to dinner, even though you haven’t eaten 
a bite all day, you say, “Oh, no, thank you, I 
really couldn’t eat a second helping of fried 
chicken; I ate a huge lunch this noon.” You 
also say, as the cream and sugar are passed, “I 
have never been able to understand why people 
should want to disguise the taste of pure coffee.”
You must forego all midnight snacks, second 
breakfasts, and midafternoon pick-me-ups. Can’t 
go to sleep unless you have a peanut butter and 
banana sandwich with a glass of milk ? Huh uh; 
try a glass of water. Just got to have a donut 
at ten a. m. if you’re ever going to live till noon? 
Have a cup of black coffee instead. Think what 
you need to get through the rest of the day after 
four o’clock is a chocolate milkshake? Nope. 
Java again—plain. The second operation is al­
most as bad. I t’s called:
/ \ SUBSTITUTION. You know, like raw 
1 / 1  carrots for chocolate chip cookies. And 
cottage cheese. You can substitute 
this for almost anything. You can eat it for 
salad, in sandwiches, for dessert (it looks some­
thing like tapicoa), and you can probably even 
make a meat loaf with it.
Since salad dressing is “loaded” with cal­
ories, you can be thankful that science has dis­
covered a very palatable substitute, namely vine­
gar. It gives fruit salad a very singular taste.
Cigarettes are excellent substitutes for be- 
tween-meal nibbles. They are something to be 
conveyed by way of hand to mouth, and there 
isn’t a calorie in a carload. The combination of 
a cigarette and black coffee can’t be beat for a 
non-fattening snack.
You can get little booklets of menus which 
use these substitutes and others freely. A typical 
one might run : First day, breakfast (eat all you 
want of these; a good breakfast is important) 
tomato juice, Zwieback, black coffee. Lunch—
— 18 —
salad of cottage cheese, lettuce and vinegar, Rye 
Krisp, tea. Dinner—choose three—spinach, cel­
ery, hard boiled egg, half grapefruit, tea, black 
coffee or water. A little variety is allowed after 
the first few weeks; sometimes you even get 
sponge cake for dessert. Closely allied to these 
operations is the final one:
/ \  EXERCISE. According to the little
1 1 1  booklets, diet is of absolutely no value 
/  unless accompanied by a series of spe­
cially designed calisthentics. The last couple of 
pages are usually devoted to diagrams and direc-
tions for a variety of tummy-stretches and hip- 
bumps. These are very effective. Y ou’ll be stiff 
for a while, and the additional exercise will 
make you develop a terrific appetite.
Suppose you adhere strictly to all the require­
ments of this campaign for two weeks. At the 
end of this time you again feed the machine a 
penny. “You will be successful because of your 
determination and tenacity. Weight 132pounds.” 
When this happens, substitute the cottage cheese 




A storm in the west was gathering fast, 
The clouds were black as sin.
They seemed to give me fair warning 
‘ ‘ Stay close to the cabin, stay in ! ”
The snow was deep, the doctor far 
But my friend was of dying men.
I gazed again at the rage outside 
“Stay close to the cabin, stay in!”
The clock on the fireplace struck off four 
It only increased my yen.
But always its pendulum echoed away 
‘ ‘ Stay close to the cabin, stay in ! ”
His brow grew hot with the fever of death 
My fears were cast aside then.
The blast of the storm hit me in full 
“Stay close to the cabin, stay in!”
I plowed through the drifts for eternity 
The elements my only kin.
The wind and cold reigned over all 
‘ ‘ Stay close to the cabin, stay in ! ”
I fought my weakness, but fell anyway 
And rose to fight once again.
But the snow gave way to cover me 
f ‘ Stay close to the cabin, stay in ! ”
The wind whistled over the stiffened form 
It flung those words all about 
‘ ‘ Stay close to that cabin, stay in, you fo o l! ’ ’ 
But I was a fool and went out.
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Life in the Strips
by Maxine Huso
Maxine Huso is a senior in the education school. She is from Basin, Montana.
IT IS 11 p. m. Night sounds have diminished outside, only an occasional faraway bark or the murmur of a passing ear invades the dark 
of your bedroom. Suddenly all hell breaks loose 
next door. My god! An out-board motor in 
their living room ? It coughs and chokes; a few 
giggles; the door slams; quiet. Pulse pounding, 
you sink back onto the pillow. Oh, well, it’s Fri­
day night. No 8 o’clock class tomorrow7.
When you first walked into 29 Ravalli street 
the night before the University opened for 
Autumn quarter, you almost turned around and 
walked out. A hundred ghosts met you at the 
door of this place, rented sight unseen. Ghosts 
of all the G. I. tenants and all the University 
“families” who had worn that path through the 
linoleum, dented the walls, and ripped the shades. 
As the naked bulb in the center of the kitchen 
ceiling swung back and forth among the cobwebs 
and your footsteps echoed in the dust, they sat 
back upon their haunches and gleefully awaited 
your reaction.
“Five beds! Were they expecting Goldi­
locks? Did the Old Woman in the Shoe live 
here?” Five beds! Two in each of the tiny 
boxes euphemistically labelled bedrooms, and one 
in what had to be the living room. So you dis­
mantled three and brought in your own and col­
lapsed on it.
The next morning the sun shone on the love­
ly green lawn out back and your drooping spirits 
lifted as you revived the tired zinnias and mari­
golds with free University water. An education 
to be had and a “garden” apartment to live in.
Two weeks later it wore an almost civilized 
appearance. By sewing frantically between 
classes, curtains were made and hung. The rugs 
were down and the pictures up. Y ou’d brought 
too much furniture. Fishing boots leered among 
your best clothes, guns rubbed shoulders with 
the Iloover, and the ironing board assaulted you 
whenever you closed the bathroom door.
r~ r  UIE COLOR scheme was unmentionable in 
polite society, but you had no time nor 
money for paint. You could put up with 
it for a year, but about then you took a closer 
look at the woodwork and light fixtures. Once 
that odd gray shade had been white. So out 
came the scouring powder and away went a 
whole precious week-end. Only have time for the 
wood-work, but maybe that big hunk of dried 
jam behind the table will come off. “Dear god! 
Now look! I ’ll have to wash the whole wall!” 
So you wind up painting the whole place.
The University claims that it furnishes “ice” 
ice-boxes, but their whereabouts being a deep, 
dark secret, you decide to rent an electric one. 
Very simple to d o ; a model approximately your 
own age is delivered the next day. You plug it 
in ; it runs and runs and runs. It gets hot and 
wheezes. You wheeze in sympathy; after all, you 
couldn’t run that long either, so you shut it off 
to cool. Again it runs and runs and runs. You 
call the shop. They promise a service man on 
the morrow if you will leave your door unlocked. 
Home from school, you turn on the relic. It 
runs and runs and runs.
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You call the shop. (The phone is a block 
away.) They insist your door was locked, but 
the man will come again tomorrow. After the 
sixth day, you cut a class and stalk into the shop 
in an atmosphere of fire and brimstone. The 
manager greets you with an abject apology. The 
-service man has been visiting the wrong address. 
He will get it first thing tomorrow, Saturday.
You lay in supplies for the week-end, includ­
ing milk. You wait and wait and wait. You 
can’t miss the game so at last you leave. Home 
from the game you find the house full of smoke 
from burning insulation and an ominous knock­
ing shakes the ice-box. Wearily you dial the
the maroon cushions become a nice soft gray and 
you pray for rain. Too late you discover the 
soft gray mud and you can’t take back your 
prayers.
There is also the problem of sounds. No need 
for doorbells on Ravalli street. Your dogs an­
nounce your visitors and your neighbors’ visitors 
for a block on either side. Before you can quiet 
them, the antiphonal chorus is swelling from a 
hundred throats. Manufacturers of dog food 
must be getting rich.
Sounds through the wall: you ’re lucky;
your neighbor likes long-hair music, too. You 
try not to listen to the loud voices. Anyhow,
familiar number. George has gone home, and 
does not propose to leave there until Monday. 
The milk and your disposition sour.
Monday noon and you creep into the kitchen. 
It is quiet; suddenly the refrigerator begins that 
monotonous rumble, and you hold your breath. 
It runs and runs and STOPS.
POETS love to write of autumn’s colorful materials, leaves and berries and wood smoke. Who could write poetry on Ravalli 
street ? On the campus, the leaves shush, shush 
about your feet; on Ravalli street, the soft, gray 
dust goes puff, puff, puff with every step. Each 
jolting car raises a cloud of dust that sifts 
through the cracks and walks in on eight furry 
canine feet. No point in vacuuming that nice 
green rug, as it will only show more footprints 
more plainly. So it becomes a nice soft gray and
they always get lower just when it’s most inter­
esting. You vow you’ll fight with your husband 
in a whisper.
Sti’ange vibrations; there is disappointment 
when the “earthquakes” turn out to be a new 
automatic washer. The poltergeist that keeps 
moving the mirror is the refrig next door. Bang, 
bang, bang—up go the pictures at No. 27. Bang, 
bang, bang goes your head as you cram for a 
final. Bang, bang, bang—a vase slides off the 
what-not shelf. As it ricochets from your hus­
band’s balding pate to the rug, there is a final 
wham, a howl, and at last you study in peace.
But you are too tired to study by now, so 
you try to sleep. A vague, scrabbling noise keeps 
getting mixed up with the rhyme scheme of the 
Shakespearean sonnet. Something walks through 
(Continued on page 27)
Troilus on the Wall by Night
by Robert T. Taylor
All my years, like the strewn leaves in the wind, 
Like the sprawling soldiers dead beneath the wall, 
Frozen in the instant union with the earth,
Great mistress, wife, great mother, all my years, 
Like jewels cascading to the palace floor 
In a negligent hour from a prince’s hand,
All my years, like the nothingness before birth, 
Haunt me with the wish of that indifference.
Why, when peace stole through this water, and 
not war
But trade came here, and a man might stand at 
night
And watch the stars and water, not those fires, 
When a man could think, and play out war in the 
mind,
Why then could not my heart have been beseiged, 
Burned to an ecstasy, annihilation in this fire?
Then would I have died. But now', but now,
I am awakened by alarms, within, without,
Out there the Achaeans, dark faces I never 
feared.
Within, the terrifying softness of a woman.
Now I am afraid and cannot bear this fear;
The arm that seizes her would seize the Greek,
But my heart fails twice; I cannot aim the blow. 
Knowing my arm has forgotten its former uses. 
How can I fight, when louder than the battle, 
The groan of armor, the screaming of the men,
I hear only her voice, see only her loveliness 
Clinging to night with long white arms and sleep 
On her lids like mist that hides the stars?
This sweetness of woman, and the terrible re­
birth,
Life after death, were they not long presaged ? 
Did not the birds wheel in twos, the fishes 
Preserve in green darkness the echo of my heart ? 
0 gods, spare me, that I should long for peace.
0 gods, forgive me, weak from two births, and 
save me
From what 1 never felt before, this fear.
In a moment I will go to her. In the other camp, 
There is silence. The stars are silent. I hear 
The murmur of women. There is quiet every­
where
As in my heart suspended. I will wait 
Another moment that I might taste the darkness 




FROM the middle of July until late in Sep­tember anyone glancing through a copy of the day’s Missoulian is apt to notice a 
column-heading containing the word “smoke- 
jumpers.” These “aerial firefighters” have 
become such a familiar part of M issoula’s life 
that few people remember just how recently the 
smokejumpers were organized. In 1939, a small 
group of men working for the II. S. Forest Serv-
by Robert E. Cutler
Mr. Cutler from Bozeman is a se­
ttlor majoring in pre-medical sci­
ence.
ice first met together to study the possibilities of 
organizing an aerial fire-fighting crew. Because 
many thousands of acres of forest lands lay in 
wilderness not accessible to man except by long 
and tortuous trails, some means of rapid trans­
portation into these areas was necessary in order 
to effectively control the hundreds of fires 
started every year by lightning. To meet this 
need, the smokejumpers were organized, and in
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the late summer of 1940 the first parachuting 
firemen went into action.
Since that time, the jumpers have grown into 
an efficient and compact group of about 150 
men. Nearly all of the equipment and parachut­
ing technics have been developed by the group 
itself. Contrary to popular opinion, it was the 
U. S. Army which borrowed ideas from the jump­
ers, not the reverse. Just this last summer, a 
group of experienced Army jumpers spent sev­
eral weeks with the smokejumpers studying their 
latest methods and equipment. By 1945, the 
jumpers reached their greatest number when 
about 250 men were employed and the project 
had become well-known throughout the North­
west. Since that time, more efficient methods 
and perfected equipment have brought the total 
number of men down to about 150, where it will 
probably remain.
C OMING from every state, the men who make up the smokejumpers are nearly all college students. Relatively few of these, 
perhaps 10 per cent, are foresti’y students, and 
the rest represent every field from medicine to 
business administration. Only a handful of 
men, some foremen and administrative person­
nel, work the year around. With the exception 
of the administrative head and two clerks, all the 
work is carried on by actual jumping personnel. 
Foremen and squad leaders are chosen from ex­
perienced jumpers. The riggers, who take care 
of the repairing and packing of the parachutes, 
jump in their turn along with the rest of the 
men.
New jumpers, arriving in Missoula about 
the middle of June, are sent to the training camp 
at Nine Mile, about thirty miles west of Missoula. 
There they undergo a rigorous training program 
which includes lectures and practice in such sub­
jects as first aid, map reading, use of tools and 
equipment, and fire-fighting methods. They are 
given physical training and taught how to jump, 
land, and roll, and practice for hours jumping 
procedures from mock airplanes which are dupli­
cates of the real thing. The final stages of train­
ing culminate in a series of so-called “practice 
jumps,” beginning with jumps into large, open 
meadows and gradually moving into more dan­
gerous conditions which simulate actual fire 
jumps. The entire training period lasts about 
four weeks, and the graduates are then ready to 
go out on real fires. During their first summer, 
new jumpers are always sent out in the company 
of older, experienced jumpers.
SMOKEJUMPER crews are usually made up of two, four, six, eight, or sixteen men, al­though there is no set number and as many 
as sixty or seventy have been sent out at one 
time. Men are never sent out alone, and the 
number needed is specified by the ranger order­
ing them. When a fire is spotted by a lookout 
or a patrol plane, the ranger of the district is 
notified and he radios a call for jumpers directly 
to Missoula. Within a few minutes, jumpers 
are on their way to the fire. It is the speed with 
which fires can be manned that accounts for the 
value of the jumpers. Within a matter of min­
utes, they can be on a fire, fresh and capable 
of working long, hard hours where ground crews 
may have to spend as much as two days reaching 
the fire, then arriving nearly exhausted. A small 
fire which can easily be extinguished by two
— 23 —
men when spotted, may cover several hundred 
acres in but a few hours. Speed, as exhibited by 
the jumpers, is a vital factor in the control of 
forest fires.
Contrary to popular conception, smokejump­
ing is not a dangerous job, nor is it highly paid. 
The accident rate for the jumper project is ac­
tually lower than for the Forest Service as a 
whole. Most of the injuries sustained each year 
occur during training jumps. Jumpers accept 
the risk of a broken ankle or leg—much as does 
an inveterate skier—but more serious injuries 
are not expected, and rarely occur. It is much 
to the credit of the rigorous training and strict 
observance of safety rules that no smokejumper 
has ever been killed or even permanently dis­
abled from jumping injuries, and well over a 
thousand jumps are made every year, often over 
very rugged terrain. For their work, jumpers 
receive $1.65 per hour, not a high wage today. 
Overtime is at the same rate and no extra pay 
is received for each jump. Jumpers truthfully 
say that they get about four cents for a jump, 
figuring it takes about one and one-half minutes 
to reach the ground after leaving the plane. Still, 
because of the long hours put in on fires, most 
college students are able to make more in a sum­
mer by jumping than they could elsewhere, so 
many will return year after year as long as they 
need seasonal employment. All become convinced 
that this is the only way to fight fires effectively 
in the wilderness areas of western Montana and 
Idaho. Forest Service officials share this view
and the smokejumpers will probably remain one 
of M issoula’s worthy attractions for years to 
come.
/
The Friend? by John Britton
Mr. Britton from Big fork, Montano, questions man’s relation to dogs. He is a
junior majoring in education.
THE DOG is not man’s best friend. I say this in spite of the fact that many per­sons who have no other pretensions to in­
sanity actually believe that the dog is man’s 
friend. At one time, I too was a victim of this 
delusion; but, thanks to effective treatment, I 
have been entirely cured.
At the present time I am the slave of a black 
cocker spaniel. He was given to the children 
by a well-meaning grandparent about three
years ago. Since then a great part of my waking 
hours, and many that I should have been sleep­
ing, have been spent gratifying his wishes. He 
was to be a companion to the children, but by 
the time he had reached the ripe old age of six 
months, he had abandoned play with them to 
concentrate all his efforts on my training. I can 
truthfully say that he has been successful.
Every morning at daybreak, or slightly be- 
fore, I grope for my shoes and stumble to the
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door to let him out. Fifteen minutes later, I 
dash to the door, sans shoes and pants, to rescue 
the milkman. I still have plenty of time to get 
back to bed by the time the alarm rings. My 
esthetic nature has been greatly stimulated by 
this early rising. Only once in the past two 
years have I missed seeing the beauties of the 
sunrise. My vocabulary has also been expanded 
—especially in regards to four letter words of 
Anglo-Saxon derivation.
H E HAS not neglected my training in other fields. He has, for example, taught me never to risk losing my hooks and lead­
ers on large fish that may be found in still pools. 
He accomplished this by jumping in and splash­
ing in each pool as we came to it. He could have 
had no motive except to further my training, 
because, in the fall he taught me to retrieve 
ducks in quite a different manner. He simply 
refused to go into the water. He has devoted 
a large part of my training to another outdoor 
sport, hiking. Since we moved to town, he takes 
me for a walk every evening—about midnight. 
These walks are usually quite short, unless it is 
a particularly nasty n ight; in which case, nothing 
less than a mile is sufficient.
He awakened my interest in Botany by col­
lecting beggar lice and other assorted burrs in 
the hair of his long silky ears, then permitting 
me to remove them for my personal file. On an 
occasional hike in the daytime, he calls to my at­
tention the various trees and bushes along the 
path. He has limited the curriculum in Zoology 
almost exclusively to the study of parasitic en­
tomology, but has, however, allowed a more com­
prehensive study of Physics. The chief course in 
this field has been the peculiar attraction that 
furniture and clothing has for dog hair. As a 
companion course, he included a short course in 
the care and use of various mechanical devices 
(vacuum cleaner, broom, etc.)
IN RETURN for this training, I have been per­mitted to furnish him with food, shelter and companionship. I am allowed to scratch his 
back when it itches, to pull porcupine quills from 
his nose, and to give him a bath when his load of 
mud gets too heavy to carry. I am also privileged 
to share the delightful odors he obtains by rolling 
in various decomposed material. I am given
companionship, direction, guidance, and train­
ing; but, never friendship. I am tolerated as a 
stupid animal that is able to supply certain of 
his wants, but I have never been accepted into 
the equality of friendship. Even the speed with 
which he crowds past me to get into the car is not 
indicative of a desire for my company, but only 
of his delight in riding. Thus I find that in my 
relations with this one and many other dogs, 
there is no basis in fact for the statement that a 
dog is man’s best friend. I do find, however, 
that man is a d og’s best servant.
— 25 —
Open Letter to Psychologists
by Mary Lou Flodin Miss Flodin is a f reshman majoring
in English. She is from Plains, 
Montana.
TO : ALL PSYCHOLOGISTS United States of America My dear Doctors!
I realize that you modern day psychologists, 
in your constant search for knowledge of the 
human mind have delved into many aspects of 
the behavior of homo sapiens—even venturing so 
far as to wonder what influence made the baby 
say “mama” instead of “daddy” first, or what 
moved the little angel to bite his brother’s finger. 
But one peculiarity of human nature that you 
have sadly neglected is the definite pattern peo­
ple follow when they fill a room. Why do the 
first people in a room always sit in the back of 
it? Now here is a real problem. This problem, 
in fact, has become so acute that theater opera­
tors are being forced to come to work fifteen min­
utes early in order to accommodate their patrons 
who have arrived long before the show so they 
can get the choice seats in the back of the the­
ater. I fear if someone doesn’t find a solution 
soon, the people will be waiting in lines when 
the theater opens and the poor ushei’s will be 
trampled to death in the rush for the back row.
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One of the places that this behavior is most 
clearly demonstrated is in the classroom. Surely 
: the student who arrives first at the classroom 
does not come early because he enjoys being 
there. No indeed! He comes early because he 
wants to sit in the hindmost corner, as far away 
: from the teacher as he can possibly get. Even 
in the smallest of classes, where students fill only 
a part of a row of chairs, and in those classes 
: taught, by the most popular of teachers, students 
will never sit in the front row of their own ac- 
, cord. They may sit in the second row, but never 
the first. I have never seen a group of more un­
comfortable students than those in a certain 
classroom where the seats were arranged in a 
large circle so that no matter where one sat in a 
room, he could not have that feeling of security 
that only a seat between oneself and the teacher 
, gives.
ANOTHER place where the pattern I have been discussing is even more apparent, if that is possible, is in a church. How em­
barrassing it is to come to church late and have 
to parade down the aisle past rows and rows of 
people who have come early and filled up the 
; back rows! In our church, which has a fairly 
large CE (that is, Christmas and Easter) con- 
j gregation, but a very small regular one, there 
i are only four occasions when anyone ever sits in 
; the front pews: at funerals, when ushers seat the 
people; at baptisms, when the minister requests 
the parents of the child to sit there; and at 
Christmas and Easter services—and then only 
after all the other seats, including the extra 
chairs placed in the aisles, have been filled.
Now I have my own private opinion as to 
why people always grab back seats first. For in­
stance, I sometimes think that early theater ar­
rivals grab the back seats not, as they staunchly 
insist, because they are far-sighted and can see 
better from there, but so they can “pitch a little 
woo ’ ’ without being observed by everyone else in 
the theater. I also believe that quite possibly 
those who hug the back of a classroom or church 
hope that if the class or sermon becomes boring, 
they can quietly sneak out the door, or if escape 
is impossible, can read, pass notes, or go to sleep 
anonymously. However, after some twelve years 
of experimenting with such activities, I can guar 
1 antee that unless one is a great deal cleverer than 
I, everyone will know what he is doing anyway.
I shall leave further speculation on the Avhys 
and wherefores of my problem to you, my dear
doctors, since you are so much better qualified 
to express opinions on such subjects than I. But 
I must warn you—don’t get too engrossed in the 
problem, or you will lose track of the time, be 
late to you next staff meeting, and—horror of 
horrors—be faced with the possibility of being 






Mr. Dick is a sophomore majoring 
in zoology. He is from Missoula.
The canyon knows mysterious things,
A blue lake in its heart;
I think when God first put it there 
He tore the cliffs apart,
And where his fingers pressed the stones 
The stones themselves must know,
For out of solid rock in spring 
I ’ve seen white blossoms grow.
Life in the Strips
(Continued from Page 21) 
your hair on your pillow. Rigid, you grope for 
the bed-lamp. Oh! That short-tailed cat from 
across the way was locked out again tonight, 
a-b-b-a.T HE TEMPERATURE drops; it is time to fire up the space heater, The Dixie No- Smoke. No smoke indeed, no smoke up 
the stove pipe. The mystery of the gray paint is 
solved. When the sorority gal next to you in 
class politely avoids staring at your grubby 
hands and doesn’t audibly sniff at your concen­
trated aroma of creosote, you are tempted to 
mention a part-time job with the fire depart­
ment.
You spend Christmas vacation with relatives 
in a glamorous new house. It is so antiseptical- 
ly clean that you apologize to the rugs and 
hesitate to sit on the unblemished cushions. Back 
again to 29 Ravalli street where the chilly, dingy 
little house waits. Mop up the water where the 
ice-box defrosted, put the plants back on the 
windowsills, a roaring fire in a minute, with its 
attendant spray of soot. Why this is HOME. 
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I ’ve been lying in the hammock— 
Thought I ’d rest an hour or two 
This lovely lazy afternoon.
The robins were there too.
They stirred the leaves above my head, 
Above my head, ah me—
I now know why George Washington 
Chopped down the cherry tree!
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Death
by Margery Crockett
Miss Crockett from Chinook, Mon­
tana, is a senior majoring in Eng­
lish.
A triangle of light showed through the crack in 
the wooden, paneled door.
Even before it opened I knew she was there, 
And the knowing laid heavy in my heart.
I longed to cry out in anguish 
But silence remained senselessly.
The black flash in her eye paralyzed each move­
ment;
As she stood in the doorway I could see 
A bright purple cloud radiate in the gloomy day­
light and 
Together we faded away.














Remember to see your Westinghouse 
Dealer first for appliance needs. He 
has what you want.
1
The ELECTRICAL SHOP
225 West Broadway 
Opposite Courthouse
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A ll Optical Repairs
L29 E. Broadway MISSOULA, MONTANA
DON ’T SAY ORANGE ,  SAY
a soft drink made from rea/ oranges
Also D is tribu to rs  fo r
HIRES ROOT BEER 
CLIQUOT CLUB FLAVORS AND MIXES 
BUDWEISER







I WAS twelve, the age when girls don’t know if they should act like children or adults, an age of frustration and introversion. All this 
I have recently learned in my psychology class. 
But at twelve I didn’t realize how unhappy I 
was. For me twelve was the wonderful age of 
sunshine and dreams. Perhaps I was running 
away from my frustrations on those brilliant 
days when the hot sun shimmered on the farm 
fields and slithered through the willows, across 
the frilly moss, and down to the water’s edge. 
I wandered in the quiet. Perhaps my imagina­
tion was running rampant on those mornings 
when, standing in the early dawn and listening 
to the sounds of awakening, all the world pulsed 
with happiness.
Everything has changed—or is it only I ? I ’m 
no longer twelve. I am nineteen, a sophomore 
at the University. I am working toward the 
high goals that all university students always 
work toward. I am ambitious. I stay up late 
into the night studying, and enthusiastically 
write scholarly papers on the psychology of Ham­
let. But the farm is no longer the same.
O NCE the strawstacks were gi'eat golden hills for my imagination to play upon. They were ships, castles, and islands in 
the Pacific. Battles were fought, ships were 
sunk, Tarzan swung through the air beating his 
chest. Stacks slipped as I slid down their sides, 
pulling and throwing the golden straw high into 
the sky. Now the stacks are spikes in the air, 
trampled on the ground, brown and soggy from 
many storms. Cows stand in their shade, and 
halos no longer crown their peaks.
Once the sloughs were a secret refuge. Wild 
rose bushes tangled around their edges, and bull 
rushes grew tall and straight. The water was 
blue, and the rocks were green with moss. | 
threw my shoes away; and as mud oozed around 
my bare toes, shrieks of laughter blended with 
the shrieks of wild birds. Here I hurried to 
smoke my first dried sun flower stems, and here 
I hid while my relatives wondered how an in­
telligent child of their lineage could tear down
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strawsacks, run the cows until they were dry, 
and ride the work horses until they sounded like 
asthma victims*. Now cows give milk, and hiding 
is no longer an escape.
MY FARMHOUSE was brown as choco­late cake, big as an airy barn, and at night the wind sang tales of lands far 
away and of people with big eyes and soft voices. 
The second floor had never been finished, and I 
could lean out under the eaves and look down 
into the bedrooms below. Balancing on the raft­
ers, I would swing and jump to the beds below 
bouncing high and hard. Mothers, grandmoth­
ers, aunts, and cousins usually came rushing in to 
wonder why I couldn’t act like a nice, sweet, lit­
tle lady. All of my aunts’ old love letters were 
read and judged as “strictly corn.” Smirking, 
1 would lope down the stairs and quote a few 
lender endearments to an interested public. Yet 
all of my aunts loved and looked after me. Now 
the farmhouse is cold and drafty. The wind 
screams, and the rain on the roof is loud and 
discordant.
Is it the farm that has changed or is it I? 
Fan I never go back to the sunshine and shrieks 
of laughter, never see the dusty little whirl­
pools in the wind through the lane? Perhaps 
psychologically I could revert to this earlier 
stage. Perhaps I could go back to my farm and 
run barefoot down the lane. But my shrieks of 







“Our Menu Is Your Guide to Fine Food”
FRENCH FRIED PRAWNS .. $1.25
SIZZLING STEAKS ...........$1.50
FRIED CH ICKEN ............. $1.00
We Cater to Banquets and Parties
4 MILES EAST OF MISSOULA 
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OPEN WEEK DAYS 6-2—SUNDAY 4-12 
Watch for the A rrow!
For Your Printing 
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Hot sun shimmering on farm fields,
Slithering through the willows 
Across the frilly moss to water’s edge, 
Crashing in a cataract of light 
Down the black rock ledge
The fishwife screams of magpies in the trees, 
Wild rose and cattails tall,
The gluck-gluck ooze of mud between bare toes, 
The careful fields of waist high corn 
Like soldiers in straight rows
Dark winter nights around the kitchen stove 
Safe from wind ghost in the eaves,
The just-baked bread still moist and warm, 
Nostalgic tales of grow'n-up’s deeds,
Recall my childhood on the farm.
★ Books
★ Supplies
★ Sporting Goods 
★ Candy, Tobacco 





... Look to the label!
No substitute is available for the security offered by famous- 
label, time-proven merchandise. Nor, is there a substitute 
for the confidence with which you may buy.
The “name” alone is your proven-by-time guarantee of satis­
faction. The integrity of a good store is further assurance. 
Before you buy . . . look to the label! Y ou’ll find it a t:
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